After the last of them died, 
| went back to the old house 
to settle the estate. 
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| was going to sleep 
in my old room, but 
the door was locked. 


I'd look for the key tomorrow, 
and sleep in the guest room 


that night. 


There was a bookcase I'd never noticed before. 


Some kind of passageway 
was built into it. 


It led to another room, the air stale like wet paper. 


Three snow globes were 
on a table. 


Three. | looked at one. Is that me? 
This house? 
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| looked like 
a professor 
coming home. 


The light 


wy) screamed. 


Took me 
somewhere else. 


Who's this woman? 


Is this my 
wife? 


What's 
wrong? 


Everything's 
so bleak. 


| | | Is this my 
= : future? 
Am | condemned 
to stay in this house? 


| don't want to be in this house What's in this one? 
forever. But there are two other globes. | 


That same 
screaming 
light. 


Looks like 
California. 


Did | finally make it 
as a screenwriter? ; Is that.. 


| must have sold this house 
and gone out west. 


Written by Kent Tessman 


EARLY MORNING 


The sun has yet to properly rise, but already it’s hot. 
It's the middle of summer and today is going to be 
punishing. 
Outside the BULLWORTH-BEECH BUILDING, an unusually art-deco 
building in 4 mountain range of skyscrapers, a NIGHT JANITOR 
comes out at the end of his shift to sit on a concrete 

But what bench. He sighs, shoulders slumped, bones aching after a 


night spent scrubbing the grime off the floors of commerce. 
have | He sits down and puts a cigarette in the corner of his 
become? mouth. Takes out a lighter, tries to light the cigarette 

but the lighter won't strike, and then the cigarette slips 

out of his mouth and tumbles to the ground. 
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Grumbling, cursing, like this is the last damned straw, he 
bends forward to pick it up. 


A SPECK APPEARS high above him, at the top of the building. 

The speck gets bigger. It gets closer. 

It's something falling. Is this somebody's 
idea of success? 


That one didn't look 
very good either. 


There's one more. 
But are these my 
only choices? 
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I'm afraid ss 
to look. 


No screaming 
from this one, 
but something 
different. 


me And clicking. 

= Oh god, no! 

What are 

they? 
% 
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What if | don't like 
the third one either? 


And the sound 
of gears from 
all directions. 


Dust locked 
in a globe. 


The next 
day. 


/ "you'd get more if \ 
{ you weren't ina rush, } 
s\ but | understand. 


You're welcome 
to stay until - s 


y I'd rather not. I'll 
be at a motel till 


the sale is final. 
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Got out of there 
as fast as I could. 


Moving to Australia had never 
been part of my plans. 


| guess that's 
why | did it. 
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It felt like 
something 
perfectly 
unreasonable. 


END 


Copyright 2025 Adam Savage 


This was a muddy first attempt to get back into comics using Al 
with all its limitations. | plan to actually draw in future ones. 


More of my comics: archive.org/details/@adam_s527 
YouTube: youtube.com/@ AdamSavageland 
IG: @adamsorandom 


Patreon: patreon.com/adamsavage 


